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TO  MY  WIFE 

J1HE  Greeks,  their  genius  to  excuse, 
Assigned  the  glory  to  the  Muse, 
As  though  a  fiction  could  inspire, 
Or  wake  to  song  the  dormant  lyre. 

From  them  no  flowery  phrases  fall 
About  the  Muse  excelling  all, 
The  poet's  wife,  whose  aid  is  blessed, 
Unconscious  oft,  and  unconfessed. 

One  glance  from  thee,  one  word  let  slip, 
The  magic  of  companionship, 
Has  given  sparks  of  fire  and  force 
To  rime  scarce  worthy  such  a  source. 

But  if  the  verse  be  crude  and  halt, 
And  crowded  close  with  every  fault, 
Love  cavils  not.    These  pages,  dear, 
Are  mine  and  thine,  a  souvenir. 
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IN  A  WELWYN  GARDEN 

IT  was  a  genial  April  noon, 
Strange  herald  of  the  joy  of  June  ; 
For  sapphire  vault  and  sunny  glare 
In  English  Aprils  are  but  rare. 
Zephyrs  around  blew  warm  and  dry  ; 
Then  shewed  the  garden  perfectly, 
To  that  enchanted  pleasance  kin, 
Hesperides  did  loiter  in ; 
A  lawn  to  south,  a  lawn  to  west, 
Whose  turf,  with  careful  labour  dressed, 
Softer  to  tread  than  finest  plush, 
Outspread  a  carpet  for  the  thrush. 
The  swards  were  flanked  with  hedge  of  yew, 
A  dusky  green,  cut  straight  and  true, 
To  feign  a  castle-terrace  meant, 
Sad  as  a  litany  in  Lent. 
Yet  he  that  in  a  garden  finds 
A  trace  of  melancholy,  minds 
Another  garden,  'neath  whose  shade 
Our  agonising  Saviour  prayed. 

Yon  dial,  haughty  optimist, 
Speaks  not,  unless  by  sunbeams  kissed  ; 
Deeming  the  cloudy  time  as  naught, 
And  only  brilliance  worth  a  thought, 
Why  stands  he  in  a  spot  so  meek, 
Bounded  by  lettuce,  next  to  leek  ? 
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Better,  methinks,  with  ripening  fruit 
A  dial's  dignity  would  suit ; 
Or  let  him  mark  slow-creeping  hours 
In  company  with  lordly  flowers ; 
Or  else  the  rockery,  snug  and  trim, 
Shall  be  the  station  meet  for  him. 
Lichen  and  moss  of  many  brands, 
Brave  emigrants  from  distant  lands, 
And  Alpine  plants,  who  rue  the  day 
When  from  the  crag  they  came  away, 
With  orphan  herbs  of  high  Cashmere, 
And  nameless  beauties  from  Pamere, 
These  cluster  round  a  sheltered  pool, 
Like  the  Genevan,  clear  and  cool. 
More  calm  than  any  daffodilly, 
On  the  pool's  breast  there  sleeps  a  lily 
'Mid  verdant  chalice,  argent-headed, 
A  water-nymph  to  water  wedded. 
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LAKELAND  PROFILES 

Ullswater 

THE  wary  trout  are  quite  played  out, 
I  cannot  think  what  they're  about ; 
From  Pooley  Bridge  to  Patterdale, 
There's  not  enough  to  fill  a  pail, 
Far  less  the  font  in  yonder  church  ; 
I'll  angle  now  for  vulgar  perch. 
'Tis  folly  not  to  be  content 
With  second-best,  when  best  is  spent. 
The  maid  who  cannot  hook  an  earl 
Must  fish  for  some  plebeian  churl. 


At  a  Cumberland  Hotel 

The  beds  are  stern  and  hard, 

The  trains  unduly  near, 
The  butter  pale  as  lard, 

The  waiting  out  of  gear. 
But  with  sunlight  on  Scafell, 

And  a  misty  view  of  Man, 
And  the  sea-rocks  piled  pell-mell, 

Be  unhappy  if  you  can  ! 
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CONISTON 

If  Ruskin  can  in  glory  know 

What  happens  at  his  home  below, 

And  see  the  sight  on  earth  he  missed, 

The  undesired  excursionist, 

Whose  loud  approach  and  boisterous  fun 

Destroy  the  peace  of  Coniston, 

O  thankful  then  must  Ruskin  be, 

He  reached  in  time  eternity. 


Pen 


RITH 


At  a  tavern  in  Penrith 
(This  is  truth,  and  not  a  myth) 
May  be  seen  the  very  room, 
Wrapt  in  thick,  historic  gloom, 
Where  the  great  King  Richard  lay, 
While  he  dreamed  the  night  away. 
Only  Duke  of  Gloucester  then, 
Dreamed  he  things  beyond  his  ken  ? 
Bloody  path  to  slippery  power, 
Smothered  nephews  in  the  Tower, 
Red  rebellion,  hardly  checked, 
Richmond  with  a  crown  bedecked, 
These,  or  visions  like  to  these, 
Marred,  perchance,  the  hunchback's  ease. 
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Wasdale  Head 

Lies  underneath  Great  Gable's  shade, 
Girt  with  the  stunted  yew  trees'  glade, 
A  house  of  God  ;  nay,  rather  say, 
His  cottage,  where  the  dalesmen  pray. 
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COLLEGIUM  REGIN.E 

PHILIPPA'S  chaplain  founded  me.    The  queen 
Entrusted  her  dear  prince  unto  my  care. 
He  who  at  Agincourt  the  burden  bare, 
He  too  was  mine,  nor  would  my  fame  demean. 
In  peace  illustrious  leaders  have  I  seen. 

I  taught  the  stars  to  Halley  ;  fresh  and  rare 
Came  Addison  ;  this  house  did  Bentham  share  ; 
Here  Pater  gave  to  prose  a  glossy  sheen. 
By  Wren  rebuilt,  and  after  fire  restored, 

I  prosper  yet ;  my  customs  have  not  ceased  : 
The  head  with  carol  ushered  to  the  board, 

By  gift  of  thread  and  needle  thrift  increased, 
The  regal  wassail-horn,  my  choicest  ward, 
The  silver  trumpet  calling  men  to  feast. 
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NEWTON  AND  NOSS 

THE  truth  to  say,  I  would  not  seek 
A  fairer  than  Devonia's  creek, 
Where  slowly  winds  an  azure  tide, 
And  Newton  guards  the  western  side, 
Though  he  that  will  escape  from  errors 
Must  write  the  title  Newton  Ferrers  ; 
While  opposite,  the  fern  and  moss 
Go  clambering  over  cosy  Noss. 

At  Newton,  where  the  swart  bees  hum 
Round  foxglove  and  delphinium, 
Stand  cottages,  tradition  saith, 
Coeval  with  Elizabeth. 
But  whether  Saxon,  Celt,  or  Teuton 
Was  first  inhabitant  of  Newton  ; 
Whether  a  Carthaginian  trader, 
Or  after  him  the  Norse  invader 
Sailed  in,  to  barter  or  to  plunder, 
Errands  as  wide  as  poles  asunder, 
No  history  tells.    Yet  none  the  less 
Smart  antiquarians  may  guess. 
Likewise  is  Clio  at  a  loss 
To  trace  the  origins  of  Noss, 
Who  surely  shared  the  joys  and  terrors 
Of  her  companion,  Newton  Ferrers. 
What  of  their  past  ?    It  is  too  far. 
Let  us  admire  them  as  they  are. 
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Twin  sentinels,  set  by  the  shore, 
Each  watching  other  evermore, 
Noss  nods  to  Newton,  and  across 
Nods  Newton  back  to  tiny  Noss. 
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DARTMOOR 

PEACE  rules  the  valleys ;  and  the  quiet  hills, 
Robed  in  the  yellow  splendour  of  the  gorse 
And  purple  heath,  are  exquisitely  calm  ; 
Calm  'neath  the  lambent  kisses  of  the  sun, 
Or  transient  embraces  of  the  mist, 
Accepting  any  gift  the  heavens  bestow. 

Pure  infant  rivulets  run  babbling  down 
From  ferny  cradles,  swelling  gradual 
Deeper  and  deeper,  'mid  crystalline  pools, 
Smoothing  harsh  angles  off  the  stubborn  stones, 
That  in  the  limpid  water-mirror  flash, 
Glad  of  such  laving.    Thus  these  children  haste 
Through  the  lush  meadow-land  of  youth  and  bloom, 
More  mighty,  but  less  lovely  ;  so,  at  length, 
Meander  on  to  manhood  and  the  sea. 

Sharp  tors  of  jagged  granite  soar  above, 
Set  formless,  or  in  form  fantastical, 
As  though  of  old  a  Cyclops  had  been  here, 
And  hurled  the  massy  boulders  at  his  will. 
So  Polyphemus,  avid  of  revenge, 
Aimed  giant  rocks  against  the  wretched  Greek, 
Preserved  of  Pallas.    And  upon  the  moor 
Remained  the  grim,  colossal  handiwork, 
An  ancient  riddle,  mocking  men  to  come, 
Nor  easier  made  by  that  barbaric  skill 
Which  raised  the  cromlech,  and,  for  some  strange  god, 
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Laid  stones  in  circle  ;  every  stone  a  ghost, 

To  speculate  unsolaced  on  the  stars, 

Or  hold  a  speechless  converse  with  the  moon. 

There,  in  the  friendly  bosom  of  the  night, 
The  little  people  meet  in  solemn  tryst, 
And  plan  together  frail  conspiracies 
Against  the  race  of  men.    The  fairy  king, 
A  six-inch  monarch,  whose  bejewelled  crown 
Might  grace  a  lady's  finger,  wields  aloft 
A  pin-like  sceptre.    On  a  tussock  throned, 
He  guides  his  pigmy  subjects,  and  directs 
The  course  of  mischief ;  bids  an  evil  eye 
Be  cast  upon  the  kine  at  Chaggeyford, 
So  as  the  morrow's  milk  shall  all  be  sour. 
Or  else  he  tempts  a  silly  wanderer 
Toward  the  cotton-grasses  and  the  marsh, 
Which  farmers  name  the  Stables.    These  have  oft 
Drawn  down  a  long-haired  pony  to  his  death, 
In  murderous  deeps  of  green,  unfathomed  ooze, 
Closed  over  him,  and  left  no  trace  to  tell. 

But  ere  the  dawn  the  pixies  must  away  ; 
Whence  foolish  men  declare  they  never  came. 
Let  doubters  ask  the  shepherd  of  South  Zeal, 
Or  question  them  at  Belstone,  who  beheld 
The  revellings,  and  hurried  to  their  homes, 
Affrighted  lest  an  angry  Puck  pursue. 
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THE  REAL  THING 

SUNSETS  have  been  known  to  vie 
With  the  tints  in  Turner's  sky  ; 
Sometimes  life,  by  method  new, 
Steals  from  art  a  wondrous  hue. 
Past  my  path  a  vision  flashes 
Of  a  young  face,  pale  as  ashes, 
And  above  it,  O  how  rare  ! 
Veritable  auburn  hair, 
Like  a  flood  of  sunlit  rain 
Pouring  its  bright  curling  train, 
Over  neck  and  temples  white, 
Shedding  mystical  delight. 
Never  amber  hinted  bliss 
Half  as  wonderful  as  this  ; 
Marigolds  in  line  arrayed 
Never  such  a  picture  made, 
Nor  the  king-cups'  happy  cluster, 
As  those  ringlets  in  their  lustre. 
Once  I  swore  Rossetti  sought 
Inspiration  but  from  thought, 
Feigning  tresses  hardly  found 
Anywhere  the  world  around. 
Sudden  disillusioned  now, 
Unbelief  I  disavow, 
Nor  again  may  lightly  deem 
Hair  Pre-Raphaelite  a  dream. 
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HELVELLYN 

A  PARABLE  of  human  life  is  here. 
The  soaring  summit  is  the  counterpart 

Of  aspirations  mounting  from  the  heart, 
Which  pants  to  pierce  the  pure,  ethereal  sphere. 
Far  down,  within  the  purple  tarn,  appear 

Those  other  elements  whereof  thou  art, 

The  passions,  whose  cross-currents  whirl  and  dart, 
Courage  and  love  at  war  with  hate  and  fear. 
Yet  would  the  scene  a  grander  vision  make, 

If  but  reversing  Time's  relentless  mill, 
We  might,  this  tranquil  evening,  overtake 

The  form  of  Wordsworth  toiling  up  the  hill, 
Or  find  a  figure  crooning  by  the  lake, 

The  elder  Coleridge,  pensive,  pale,  and  ill. 
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BROTHERS'  WATER 

HITHER  and  thither, 
Sudden  and  sheer, 
Breezes  slither 
Across  the  mere. 

Like  as  a  painter 

Deftly  portrays 
Bolder  or  fainter, 

Things  for  our  gaze. 

Wind,  with  sharp  stipple, 

Hastes  to  engrave 
Sometimes  a  ripple, 

Sometimes  a  wave. 

Here  the  two  brothers 
Sank  without  trace, 

Locked  in  each  other's 
Endless  embrace. 

Branches  entwine  them, 

Shade  for  a  pall, 
Waters  enshrine  them, 

Silent  o'er  all. 
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When  the  wind  striveth 
Nor  south  nor  north, 

When  Christ  arriveth, 
They  shall  come  forth. 
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VILLARS 

LO  !   how  glorious,  in  celestial  azure, 
j  Like   bright   stairs   to    the   gate   of  heaven 
ascending, 
Imperturbable  shines  the  Dent  du  Midi  ! 
Snow-flakes  heavily  burden  every  fir-tree, 
White  roofs  blend  with  the  wonder  of  the  land- 
scape. 
Hung  with  icicles,  introducing  ever 
Fresh  folk  up  from  the  valley  into  Villars, 
Tram-car  frail,  that  we  call  a  train  politely, 
Crawleth  masterly  ;  wherefore  should  it  hasten  ? 

Meanwhile  skaters,  upon  the  rink  assembled, 
Hues  exhibiting,  hideous  or  happy, 
Whatsoever  a  dyer's  art  may  compass, 
Lend  sharp  emphasis  unto  snowy  background. 
All  their  cheeks  are  aflame,  and  eyes  a-laughing  ; 
Yet  diverse  is  the  merit  of  performers. 
Some,  whom  Jupiter  impiously  favours, 
Glide  superior,  either  edge  in  action, 
Indescribable  figures  executing. 
Few  there  be,  with  a  plenitude  of  practice, 
That  can  waltz  on  an  icy  floor,  and  fall  not, 
Making  thus  of  the  rink  an  airy  ballroom. 
Far  more  numerous  are,  alas  !  the  duffers, 
Just  content  to  enjoy  without  excelling  ; 
Child-like  simpletons,  ignorant  that  alway 
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Sport  is  combative,  arduous,  heroic, 
No  mere  game  to  be  casually  started, 
Quite  unfit  for  a  literary  trifler, 
Handling  clumsily  syllables  eleven. 
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POSSIBILITIES 

AS  one  who  perilously  o'er  the  brink 
Of  highest  precipice  looks  down  afraid 

To  depth  on  depth,  where  vision  seems  to  fade 
And  lose  itself,  and  instinct  bids  him  shrink 
From  death's  dark  offer,  lest  he  come  to  think 

The  call  too  forceful  to  be  disobeyed, 

Lest  resolution  fail  of  wonted  aid, 
And  reason  at  the  fount  of  madness  drink  ; 
E'en  thus  an  everyday  philosopher, 

Probing  the  deeper  chasms  of  his  mind, 
Discovers  unimagined  powers  astir, 

Amidst  a  territory  undefined  : 
Faint  growths,  untaught  to  ripen  earlier 

Than  in  the  eternity  which  lurks  behind. 
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SAINT  PAUL'S 

F  domes  the  queen  and  best, 
With  cross  of  gold  for  crest, 

Each  eye 
To  satisfy. 


And  skyward  draw  the  gaze 
From  out  the  groundling  haze, 
Lest  earth 
Outrun  her  worth  : 


The  dome  and  cross,  they  guard 
The  spot  that  else  were  marred 
By  sound 
Of  pence  and  pound. 

Full  proudly  they  o'ertop 
Warehouse  and  wharf  and  shop, 
O'ershade 
The  glare  of  trade ; 

Above  the  whirl  and  roar, 
As  rocks  on  wave-girt  shore 
Deride 
An  angry  tide. 
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To  westward  lies  the  street, 
Where  truth  and  rumour  meet, 
Dark  hint 
And  public  print. 


But  through  these  aisles  a  voice 
Calls  unto  better  choice  : 
Here  muse 
On  God's  glad  news ! 


The  monument  of  Wren 
Houses  illustrious  men, 
In  sleep 
So  soft  and  deep. 


This  very  gloom  can  be 
England's  Gethsemane, 
Where  plead, 
In  hour  of  need, 


The  mightiest  of  the  State, 
That  humbly  congregate, 
To  pray 
God's  wrath  away. 
27 


Here,  too,  in  joyous  wise, 
Their  thanks  to  Him  arise, 
With  one 
Grand  unison, 

For  danger  overpast, 
Deliverance  at  last, 
Help  sent 
From  firmament. 

We  turn  in  either  mood, 
Or  grief  or  gratitude, 
Toward 
Our  sovereign  Lord, 

Whom  Saul  did  persecute, 
Till  Christ  should  him  recruit, 
And  save 
To  be  His  slave ; 

In  whose  bright  diadem 
This  fane  is  as  a  gem, 
Aflame 
With  his  new  name. 
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PROCLA'S  DREAM 

Procla 
IDST   thou    receive    my  message    at  the 
court  ? 


Pilate 

It  came.   And  once  for  ever  understand, 
The  dignity  of  justice  doth  reject 
Uxorious  pleadings  of  a  judge's  wife. 
What  would  divine  Tiberius  exclaim  ? 
If  thou  wilt  meddle,  how  shall  I  become 
Proconsul  at  Damascus,  and  a  power  ? 

Procla 

Calpurnia  warned  her  Julius  with  a  dream, 
Which  he  despising  tasted  early  death. 

Pilate 
Talk  not  of  death  !     Relate  this  dream  of  thine. 

Procla 

I  seemed  to  sit  beside  thee,  high  enthroned. 
The  tall  centurion  and  the  soldier-band 
Led  in  the  captive  Jesus ;  after  whom 
Arrived  a  crowd  of  Jews,  aflame  with  hate, 
And  lust  of  blood.    Dark,  jostling  Pharisees, 
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A  serried  phalanx  of  hypocrisy, 
Gathered  their  tasselled  skirts  about  them  close, 
To  save  pollution  from  the  common  touch, 
More  unctuous  than  Cato.    How  I  loathe 
Those  wizened  faces,  homes  of  crafty  pride, 
So  loveless,  hard,  and  formal !    Woe  be  theirs ! 
They  by  the  lips  of  hired  accusers  told 
The  lies  they  durst  not  utter  of  themselves. 
I  am  a  woman,  and  I  knew  they  lied. 

And  then  a  strange  thing  followed  in  the  dream. 
I  viewed  the  prisoner  ;  so  pure  he  looked, 
So  good.    There's  little  goodness  in  our  world. 
My  sins  arose  before  me,  while  I  gazed. 
Whereon  I  glanced  toward  thee,  and  thou  wast  pale. 
Haply  some  trouble  brooded  at  thy  soul, 
And  all  thy  thoughts  went  wandering  away. 

Pilate 

Why,  there  thy  dream  spake  true.    Dost  thou  recall 

How,  as  my  army  reached  this  cursed  town, 

I  ventured  what  no  governor  ever  dared, 

And  bade  the  emperor's  effigy  be  borne 

Aloft  upon  the  standards  through  the  streets, 

For  token  that  our  Csesar  is  our  god  ? 

In  such  a  mood  great  Pompey  once  presumed 

To  burst  within  the  Temple's  holiest  room, 

Discovered  only  chill  vacuity, 
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And,  for  the  future,  suffered  Fortune's  frown. 
Now  at  the  trial  of  Jesus,  this  mine  act 
Obsessed  me  like  a  wraith.    No  more  will  I 
Do  violence  to  national  beliefs. 


Procla 

Soft  in  my  dream  I  whispered  at  thine  ear, 

Beseeching  thee  from  murder  to  abstain. 

"  Deal  justice,"  I  adjured  thee,  "  to  the  just." 

And  thou  didst  whisper  back  that  policy 

Demanded  he  should  die.    For  such  decree 

Would  clearly  to  the  Jewish  tribe  proclaim 

That  our  imperial  master  cannot  brook 

A  rival  or  divider  of  his  throne. 

So  should  thy  Roman  reputation  grow, 

And  Herod,  our  old  kill-joy,  thus  assured, 

Come  fawning  for  thy  friendship  and  esteem. 

"  A  plague  upon  expedience,"  said  I. 
"  Beware  lest  thou  shalt  peril  thine  own  self, 
Or  vainly  fight  against  immortal  gods. 
This  lowly  Jew,  I  verily  declare, 
Is  leagued  with  some  celestial  influence. 
He  saith  that  he  is  Filius  Dei. 
Suppose  it  truth.    Where  stands  my  Pontius  then  ?  " 

And  as  I  spake,  there  fell  a  sound  of  wings, 
As  if  a  messenger  from  Erebus 
Or  else  a  spirit  of  Elysium, 
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Swept  through  the  hall,  to  reinforce  my  plea ; 
A  sound,  and  nothing  seen.    I  cried  aloud, 
"  An  omen  !   Didst  thou  mark  it  ?    Have  a  care  ! 
My  fears  are  ten  times  deeper  than  before, 
My  weak  surmisal  grows  to  certainty. 
Remember  how  Orestes  was  pursued 
By  dreadful  forms.   And  yet  his  crime  was  less 
Than  thine  shall  be,  condemning  innocence." 

Thereto  thou  madest  answer  in  a  sneer  : 
"  It  was  the  breeze  that  stirred  the  canopy. 
Be  not  so  credulous !    Philosophers 
Resign  the  Furies  to  the  tragic  Muse. 
The  Jew  accounts  us  but  barbarians. 
Yet  Roman  eagles  rule  him  ;  for  the  law, 
Whereon  the  Rabbis  dote,  is  all  concerned 
With  sacrifice,  and  payment  of  the  tithe, 
That  priests  may  batten  on  a  poor  man's  goods. 
Was  ever  nation  great,  whose  laws  were  vile  ? 
Their  prophets,  too,  from  Moses  till  to-day, 
Announce  a  golden  age  that  shall  appear, 
Such  as  our  Virgil  hinted — man  and  beast 
No  longer  foes,  but  friends ;  an  age  of  calm, 
With  Syrian  balsam  springing  everywhere. 
And  they  foretell  a  grand  deliverer, 
Who  tarries  yet.    This  very  Jesus  here, 
Within  my  power,  before  my  court  arraigned, 
Professes  to  fulfil  the  prophecy. 
'Tis  passing  strange.    He  is  no  common  man. 
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Herod  doth  fear  him.   Herod  is  a  Jew. 
How  if  a  babbling  tongue  shall  tell  at  Rome 
That  Pilate  spared  a  rebel  ?    I'm  for  death. 
So  Cassar  be  not  vexed,  let  Jesus  die." 

Whereat  the  winged  horror  moved  again, 
More  awful  than  at  first.    Unearthly  shapes 
Peopled  the  place  of  judgment ;  and  the  day, 
With  sun  at  zenith,  oddly  did  decline 
To  sombre  twilight. 

Pilate 

Procla,  dost  thou  note  ? 
Such  darkness  creeps  upon  us  at  this  hour, 
And  Titan  droops  untimely.    Jesus  meets 
Sad,  slow  decease  upon  the  stubborn  cross. 
Whence,  being  scrupulous,  I  might  aver, 
Nature  laments  the  passing  of  a  king, 
By  his  own  subjects  murdered,  not  by  me. 
Nay,  but  between  this  blight  and  that  man's  end 
There  is  no  link  of  logic.    I  protest, 
I'll  not  be  scared  with  blind  coincidence. 
What  other  wonders  visited  thy  sleep  ? 


Procla 

Athwart  the  gloom,  one  figure  beamed  in  light, 
A  whiter  sheen  than  any  tongue  can  tell, 
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The  tranquil  Jesus.    Circling  oriflamme 
Played  round  his  temples.    O  'twas  fairer  far 
Than  silvery  nimbus  drawn  across  the  moon, 
Or  sun-smit  snow  that  on  Mount  Ida  lies. 
Which  dazzling  sight  brought  faith  into  my  heart. 
And  quick,  albeit  in  my  dream,  I  swooned, 
And,  dreaming  still,  I  came  afresh  to  life. 
There,  in  the  self-same  hall.    But  lo  !  the  scene 
Wore  other  aspect,  and  more  awful  hue. 
For  Jesus  in  the  seat  of  judgment  sat, 
Not  captive  now,  but  Lord  of  all  the  earth, 
Above  the  Caesars,  sovereign  absolute, 
Beneath  whose  majesty  the  Roman  gods 
Faded  and  paled,  and  crumbled  into  space  ; 
Lord  of  the  past  and  present,  and  alike 
Of  things  to  come,  which  we  poor  fools  call  Fate. 
But  faith  sustained  me.    When  I  mercy  craved, 
I  read  the  answer  in  those  gracious  eyes, 
And  knew  myself  accepted  and  forgiven, 
And  learnt  for  sure  that  death  is  but  a  gate, 
Through  which  we  pass  to  larger  life  beyond. 
So,  sudden  waking,  I  despatched  to  thee 
Strong  words  of  warning,  that  I  spake,  methinks, 
Unheeded  as  Cassandra,  yet  as  true. 

Pilate 
Strange  dream  indeed  !     But  all  is  over  now. 
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Procla 
A  sorry  sequel  shall  beget  remorse. 

Pilate 
Picture  Tiberius  pleased,  and  Herod  soothed. 

Procla 
And  God  offended.   Other  gods  are  none. 

Pilate 
Art  thou  a  Roman,  or  an  Israelite  ? 

Procla 
Roman  or  Jew,  it  is  the  same  to  Him. 

Pilate 
Thy  dream  hath  put  new  fancies  in  thy  brain. 

Procla 
More  light  than  ere  I  saw,  when  most  awake. 

Pilate 
These  hands  I  washed.    The  guilt  is  on  the  Jews. 

Procla 

Can  water  wash  the  stain  of  murder  out  ? 
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Pilate 

The  darkness  thickens.    Let  the  lamps  be  lit  ! 

Bid  lively  music  hasten  to  our  aid, 

Lest  outward  gloom  infect  the  thought  within 

If  every  star  should  from  its  orbit  err, 

If  Hesperus  refuse  to  shine  anew, 

And  Nature's  ordered  fabric  be  dissolved, 

I  am  a  Stoic,  till  the  sky  shall  fall. 
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ERASMUS  IN  A  STRAIT 

ERASMUS    laid    the    egg     which     Luther 
hatched." 
No  praise,  but  angry  taunt ;  as  who  should  say  : 
"  This  Dutchman  plays  and  palters  with  the  truth, 
Wants  courage  to  conclude  his  argument, 
And  strength  to  look  his  own  thoughts  in  the  face. 
Better  had  he  lain  silent  from  the  first, 
Than  started  doubts  devoid  of  remedy." 

Thus  I,  that  am  Rome's  rebel,  yet  a  Roman, 
Must   bear  the  scorn   which  flouts  the  moderate 

mind. 
Enough  in  monasteries  have  I  seen, 
Enough  of  traffic  on  the  Temple  floor, 
Indulgences  and  ghostly  merit  sold, 
The  key  of  knowledge  from  the  crowd  withheld, 
And  clerics'  deeds  belying  their  commands. 
If  I  at  such  corruption  should  connive, 
I  were  a  traitor  to  the  Vatican, 
A  servant  leaving  his  sick  lord  to  die. 
Frank  friends  of  Rome  are  counted  renegades. 
Popes  cannot  yield.    And  what  shall  be  the  end  ? 
England  is  lost,  for  lack  of  honeyed  words 
To  reconcile  a  prince's  injured  pride. 
And  England  is  a  lode-star,  which  attracts 
Unto  itself  our  whole  wide  continent. 

Reformers  call  me  caitiff  ;  are  they  ware 
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That  the  abuse  of  things  destroyeth  not 

Their  lawful  use  ?     Why  should  men  break  with 

Rome, 
Dividing  Christendom  by  strife  and  sword  ? 
God  surely  gave  to  this  unruly  world 
His  vicar  visible.    Now  answer  me, 
Hotheads,  what  rock  did  Scripture  designate 
Foundation  of  the  Church  ?    Ah  !  there's  a  text 
Beyond  endurance  ;  it  confounds  you  all. 
And  yet  I  am  uneasy  when  I  think 
What  crimes  have  stained  the  Pontiffs.    Tell  me  not 
The  times  were  rude.    His  office  high  requires, 
The  Pontiff  should  be  holier  than  his  age. 

Scandal  or  schism  ?  Bitter  choice  for  me. 
May  murrain  seize  them  both  !    For  scandal  means 
A  good  cause  marred,  schism  a  change  to  worse. 
Truth,  swerving  from  tradition,  I  suspect ; 
A  church,  without  the  Spirit,  I  despise. 
I  reach  a  Rubicon,  but  dare  not  cross, 
Stayed  on  the  frontier  of  a  dim-lit  land, 
Whose  mazy  tracks  nowhither  aim.    Alas  ! 
Men  love  extremes,  and  spurn  the  middle  course. 
Would  I  had  later  lived,  or  long  ago  ! 
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AN  INVITATION 

COME  when  thou  wilt ;  be  it  a  lowering  day, 
Made  brighter  by  thy  love's  compelling  ray  ; 
Or  come  at  cloudless  noon,  to  recreate 
This  heart  that  lacking  thee  were  desolate. 
The  seasons  change  not  with  the  changeling  sun, 
But  rather  with  our  moods  their  courses  run. 
Hope  is  the  spring,  when  Romeo  waiteth  yet 
The  dainty  footfall  of  his  Juliet. 
The  summer  is  fruition,  love's  success, 
When  Romeo  doth  his  Juliet  possess. 
Autumn  is  beauteous  waning  ;  richer  hue 
Supplants  the  first  fine  flush,  that  pleased  the  view, 
And  ripe  affection  goodlier  harvest  gains 
Than  vernal  flattery  promised  to  the  plains. 
Nor  call  the  winter  death,  but  Faith  unvexed, 
Aware  that  Hope,  her  neighbour,  follows  next. 

Come  to  this  windy  crest,  where  God's  dear  trees 
Compose  a  mass  of  clotted  greeneries, 
Where,  range  on  range,  majestic  mountains  rise, 
And  hazy  vistas  rivet  raptured  eyes. 
Thou  unto  rock  and  boulder  shalt  dispense 
A  subtle  grace,  a  tender  influence, 
Shalt  to  the  landscape  give  the  last  sweet  touch, 
Thy  presence,  which  to  Nature  adds  so  much. 

Thus,  at  afflicted  Troy,  when  Helen  went 
In  queenly  guise,  along  the  battlement, 
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The  sombre  ramparts  thrilled  with  conscious  pride, 
The  grey  stone  shone  transfigured,  and  the  tide 
Of  battle  paused.    Men  stood,  as  in  a  dream, 
Chained  by  the  magnet  of  a  golden  gleam. 
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DANTE 

CHASTE  and  dainty  statuette, 
Here  upon  my  table  set, 
Dante's  head  in  bronze  portrayed 
(Bronzy  laurels  cannot  fade) 
Sweetly  stern,  and  wisely  solemn, 
Mounted  on  a  tiny  column, 
Thy  well-graven  symmetry 
Bringeth  Florence  back  to  me, 
Summons  up  that  April  day 
When  I  chose  thee  from  the  tray, 
Paid  my  liras,  put  thee  deep 
In  my  pocket,  there  to  sleep, 
Bore  thee  to  the  dark  Bargello, 
And  the  art  of  Donatello. 

Poet  of  the  triple  rimes, 
Thou  didst  live  in  war-worn  times. 
Often  martial  melodies 
Broke  upon  thy  cloistral  ease. 
Then  thy  fingers  dropped  the  pen, 
Closing  round  the  hilt  again, 
Cleaving  with  a  vibrant  note 
Coward  casque  and  traitor  throat, 
While  the  southern  sunlight  shone 
O'er  thy  righteous  gonfalon. 

Yea,  to  thee  too  well  were  known 
Bliss  that  girds  an  heavenly  throne, 
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Heaped  measure  of  the  woe 
Dealt  to  sinful  souls  below, 
Purgatory's  middle  state, 
Strivings  of  the  souls  who  wait. 
When  thine  inner  eye  had  seen 
Pit  and  skies,  and  all  between, 
Angels  whispered  in  thine  ear 
Truth  and  hope  ;  thy  path  was  clear. 
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LUX  MUNDI 

SEE  how  the  lantern's  truthful  rays  reveal 
The  long,  dank  weeds,  that  clamber  up  the 
door, 
Grimly  forbidding  guest  and  visitor, 
Tendrils  that  creep  unchecked,  and  slowly  steal, 
As  night-hags,  crowding  at  a  guilty  meal, 
Or  dancing  on  a  stained  and  sodden  floor, 
With  Death  for  leader  moving  on  before, 
Destruction  to  their  heedless  quarry  deal. 

The  lantern-bearer  glistens  like  a  star, 
His  head  is  ringed  with  plaited  aureole  ; 

That  purple  garment  cometh  from  afar  ; 

And  in  those  eyes  what  patience,  and  what  dole  ! 

So  waits  the  royal  Redeemer  to  unbar 
The  rusty  portal  of  a  leaguered  soul. 
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THE  BIRD  AND  THE  MAN 

NEVER  on  my  waking  ear 
Falls  the  note  of  Chanticleer, 
But  I  mind  me  of  the  bird 
By  the  guilty  Peter  heard. 
Twice  the  cock  in  challenge  crew, 
Once  because  the  Father  knew, 
Once  for  dolour  of  the  Son, 
Grieving  o'er  a  faith  undone. 

"  Peter,  hast  thou  deigned  to  blench 
At  the  taunting  of  a  wench  ? 
Yester-eve  a  promise  gavest, 
Swearing  like  the  very  bravest, 
All  the  rest  might  Christ  deny, 
Thou  wouldst  yet  be  loyal  and  die. 
Hear  my  cock-a-doodle-doo  ! 
Words  so  fine,  they  came  not  true. 

"  Tell  me,  can  the  gentle  shock 
Of  a  wavelet  cleave  the  rock  ? 
Could  a  woman  and  a  smile 
Turn  thee  to  a  traitor  vile  ? 
Proudest  of  the  fowls  of  air, 
I  to  thee  this  message  bear  : 
Fear  thou  less  the  mortal  crowds 
Than  thy  Lord,  who  rules  the  clouds. 
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"  When  innumerable  spoil 
Crowned  a  night  of  empty  toil, 
When  the  fishes  brake  thy  net 
At  the  lake  Gennesaret, 
And  Christ  bade  thee  fish  for  men, 
Didst  thou  not  obey  Him  then, 
Yearning  to  acknowledge  Him 
Sovereign  of  the  seraphim  ? 

"  He  that  could  a  pathway  pave 
For  thy  feet  across  the  wave, 
By  the  lifting  of  a  hand 
Changing  water  into  land, 
Cannot  He,  with  equal  ease, 
Conquer  human  enemies, 
Summon  flights  of  angels  down, 
He  that  would  not  let  thee  drown  ?  " 

Ceased  the  bird  ;  and  Christ's  own  glance 
Wounded  Peter  like  a  lance. 
Forth  into  the  night  he  stept, 
Tears  of  truest  anguish  wept. 
Satan's  sieve,  not  plied  in  vain, 
Caught  the  chaff  and  left  the  grain, 
Grain  to  be  for  ever  stored 
In  the  garner  of  the  Lord. 
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THE  PERSIAN  WHEEL 

WITH  coupled  necks  and  bandaged  eyes, 
Thus  undistracted  of  the  skies, 
Twin  oxen  in  a  narrow  ground 
Circle  monotonously  round ; 
And  when  they  near  the  axle-shaft, 
The  blinded  pair,  who  know  their  craft, 
Step  nimbly  over  ;  never  a  stumble, 
Never  an  angry  snort  or  grumble. 
Right  blithely  creaks  the  stubborn  log, 
As  cog  succeeds  to  neighbour  cog, 
And  all  the  air,  for  half  a  mile, 
The  rustic,  wooden  notes  beguile  ; 
While  in  a  duller  undertone 
Resounds  the  plash  of  water  thrown, 
Like  alto  with  soprano  blending, 
Sometimes  contrarious  contending. 
Each  russet  pitcher  draws  its  fill, 
For  succour  of  the  steady  rill, 
That  finds  a  path  along  the  trough, 
Whence  running  swift,  it  passes  off, 
And  onward  in  a  winding  leat 
Flows  to  a  field  of  bearded  wheat, 
Whose  ripening  ears,  already  tall, 
Shall  soon  before  the  sickle  fall. 
Pleasure  is  in  the  peasant's  soul, 
As  those  enriching  waters  roll. 
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Let  others  pray  for  timely  rain, 
The  dripping  wheel  secures  his  gain. 
Therefore  he  toils  far  into  night, 
And  rises  earlier  than  the  light ; 
When  weary  yoke-mates  respite  ask, 
He  sets  a  second  pair  to  task, 
And  when  his  working  hours  are  done, 
Resigns  the  duty  to  his  son, 
Who  shortly  shall,  as  I  foretell, 
Inherit  oxen,  wheat,  and  well. 
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A  DULL  DAY  IN  SIND 

DIM  Phoebus  battles  with  the  gloom, 
Whose  mantle  kills  his  weary  rays, 
As  tries  a  gas-flame  to  illume 

Suburban  pavement  steeped  in  haze. 

No  water  cheers  the  long  canal ; 

Its  bed  is  parched  and  cracked  with  drouth, 
Till  Indus,  laggard  riser,  shall 

At  length  refresh  the  gaping  mouth. 

The  patient  cattle,  lank  and  lean, 

Seek  out  the  straggling  wisps  of  grass, 

Watched  by  a  lad,  whose  careless  mien 
Proclaims  him  truant  of  his  class. 

A  blight  pervades  the  sandy  plain, 
Corruption  broods  upon  the  scrub, 

The  trees  are  bowed  and  shrunk  with  pain, 
A  sorrow  presses  every  shrub. 

Perhaps  a  witch  has  waved  her  wand, 
And  chanted  o'er  the  land  a  spell 

That  she  from  magic  pages  conned, 
Or  stole  from  hieroglyphs  of  hell. 
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Amid  the  dour  and  grisly  shade, 

The  face  of  God  seems  turned  away 

Pass,  dismal  March,  thy  colours  fade ; 
Come,  honest  glare  of  raging  May  ! 
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THE  PITY  OF  IT 

HOW  came  that  Abyssinian  here, 
Where  placid  Indus  lulls  the  Meer  ? 
Those  luscious  lips  announce  his  race, 
And  woolly  hair  about  his  face 
Stamps  him  a  stranger,  ill  at  ease, 
And  redolent  of  mysteries. 

One  of  his  forebears,  bound  for  Sind, 
Sailed  away  with  a  western  wind, 
Left  for  ever  an  African  home, 
Eagerly  clove  the  salt  sea  foam, 
Sun  and  the  stars  his  only  chart, 
On,  to  the  lure  of  an  Indian  mart. 

And  hence  it  is  that  Rajjoo  now, 
So  stout  of  limb,  and  broad  of  brow, 
Famed  for  the  smile  so  captivating, 
Fountain  of  laughter  unabating, 
By  Delta  dwells,  a  rustic  Pan, 
Half  peasant,  and  half  sailor-man. 

I  met  him  at  a  wrestling-bout ; 
The  lesser  men  he  put  to  rout, 
Then  proudly  strutted  round  the  ring, 
Pleased  at  himself  and  everything, 
With  gestures  such  as  champions  use, 
To  magnify  their  massy  thews. 
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A  scholar  next,  he  takes  a  screed, 
And  scans  the  lines  he  cannot  read, 
Assumes  a  pen,  affects  to  write, 
In  manner  truly  erudite. 
The  little  audience  on  the  sand 
Humbly  applaud  the  master  hand. 

"  Hither,  O  athlete  versatile, 

Sit  at  my  side,  and  rest  awhile ; 

Speak  to  me  of  thyself,  thine  age, 

Thy  family  and  lineage." 

He  sought  for  words  that  would  not  come ; 

A  yokel  muttered  :   "  Rajjoo's  dumb." 
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HEARD  IN  THE  NIGHT 

CRIES  the  Muezzin  through  the  dark 
"  Come  unto  prayer  ! 
Better  to  pray  than  sleep." 
The  dawn  delays ;  no  drowsy  lark 
Doth  heavenward  fare, 
Nor  nuzzled  nestling  peep. 
But  hark ! 

Again  the  voice,  as  of  despair, 
The  travail  of  a  soul  is  there, 
Who,  asking  bread, 
With  stone  is  fed, 
And  starves  eternally. 
Fit  thing  for  tears 
His  plight  appears ; 
Lord  Christ,  he  knows  not  Thee  ! 
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THE  MESSAGE 

STEAMER,  o'er  the  watery  waste 
I,  a  lover,  bid  thee  haste, 
For  thou  bearest  in  thine  hold 
Things  I  to  my  true  love  told, 
Whispers  from  a  foreign  land, 
Missive  unto  slender  hand. 


Ocean,  aid  the  vessel  through, 
Fend  her  hull  from  harm  and  rue  ; 
Thou  shouldst  every  lover  favour, 
Thou  dost  taste  love's  honey  flavour, 
Since  the  waves  thine  heart-beats  be, 
And  the  storms  thy  minstrelsy. 


Wanton  gales,  uncertain  blowing, 
Fancy-driven,  idly  going, 
Serve  me  well,  obey  my  hest, 
Waft  a  message  to  the  West, 
Gales  of  heaven,  who  symbolise 
Motion  in  a  lover's  eyes. 


Steamer,  ocean,  wind,  conspire  ! 
Do  the  deed  of  my  desire ! 
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Nature  unto  art  is  wed, 
In  one  world  they  both  were  bred. 
Let  the  love  that  binds  the  twain 
Work  for  me,  nor  work  in  vain  ! 
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PURANDHAR 

IN  spite  of  light,  that  sullen  ledge 
Disdains  as  other  hills  to  shine  ; 
The  fort,  a  black  unbroken  line, 
Cleaves  through  the  blue  with  razor-edge. 

Thither  a  gaily-turbanned  horde 
Assail  the  steep,  to  kill  and  spoil ; 
And,  from  above,  the  seething  oil 

Against  their  luckless  heads  is  poured. 

No  power  may  check  the  human  spate  ; 

The  foemen  press  the  fierce  attack  ; 

They  struggle  up,  through  cleft  and  crack, 
Wherever  valour  makes  a  gate. 

Their  home  is  on  the  mountain  height, 
Their  joy  the  clash  of  spear  and  shield  ; 
They  spurn  the  tillers  of  the  field, 

They  cannot  live,  except  they  fight. 

Night  bathes  the  rock  ;  the  moon's  wan  face 

Is  clouded  o'er,  as  with  a  veil, 

Lest  she  behold  the  sickly  trail 
Of  corpses  hurled  through  quiet  space. 
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Down  from  the  scarp  they  fall  away  ; 
But  care  devours  the  victors'  hearts, 
Who  think  what  foes,  with  subtler  arts, 

Await  them  at  the  break  of  day. 
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THE  PUNKAH-WALLAH 

THOU  patient  puller  of  the  rope, 
Who  for  a  pittance  of  rupees 
Waftest  a  sweet  reviving  breeze, 
And  strengthenest  a  languid  hope  ; 

O  tell  the  thoughts  by  thee  concealed  ! 

What  images  thy  fancy  fill  ? 

Or  dost  thou  merely  think  of  nil, 
And  is  thy  brain  a  fallow  field  ? 

"  I  pull  with  hand,  I  pull  with  toe  ; 
Sometimes  I  give  an  angry  jerk, 
Which  scatters  half  the  Sahib's  work  ; 

Nor  much  care  I ;  the  work  must  go. 

"  They  say  there  is  a  far-off  town, 
Where  clever  men  with  magic  wire 
Control  the  fans  at  their  desire, 

Disdaining  help  of  cord  or  clown. 

"  But  praises  unto  Allah  be, 

Such  devil's  craft  is  here  unknown  ; 
Dreaming  I  pull ;  my  soul  I  own ; 

My  drowsy  task  agrees  with  me." 
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RIDDLES 

I  WONDER  what  may  Substance  be, 
How  mated  unto  Quality. 
The  rose  that  blows,  and  seems  alive, 
Lives  it,  save  in  our  senses  five  ? 
When  all  the  backs  of  men  are  turned, 
So  as  the  rose  is  undiscerned, 
Who  keeps  it  in  existence  then  ? 
Or  is  it  but  a  dream  again  ? 
Can  mind  a  path  to  matter  find  ? 
Is  matter  only  part  of  mind  ? 

Substance,  say  the  modern  schools, 

Comprises  many  molecules, 

Compact  of  atoms,  pressed  so  tight, 

Beyond  the  marge  of  mortal  sight. 

They  rush  in  regiments  through  the  void  ; 

Like,  meeting  like,  is  overjoyed. 

But  none  may  paint  an  atom's  hue  ; 

Perhaps  the  sad  Lucretius  knew. 

And  mind,  magnificent  or  dull, 

Is  merely  something  in  the  skull. 

Survey  the  world  of  Nature  round, 
Observe  how  close  that  world  is  bound 
By  fetters  of  the  rigid  law ; 
What  freedom  has  a  windle-straw  ? 
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And  can  it  be  that  human  will 

Lord  of  itself  remaineth  still  ? 

The  slum-born  child,  in  hovel  bred, 

With  evil  influence  bestead, 

Has  he  a  chance  to  escape  the  mire, 

To  leave  the  depths,  and  struggle  higher  ? 

Aye,  cite  me  Judas  too,  that  priced 
At  silver's  worth  his  Master  Christ ; 
Enquire  if  Pilate  could  have  bent 
His  will  in  manner  different. 
Then  hearken  to  that  inward  voice  : 
"  Thou  art  the  captain  of  thy  choice, 
No  alien  power  the  spell  has  laid, 
By  thine  own  self  the  chains  were  made  ; 
Let  logic  unto  conscience  cede  : 
God  has  thy  liberty  decreed." 
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A  CERTAINTY 

DOCTOR,  how  fares  your  fight  with  Death  ? 
Pray  tell  me  sooth  :  who  vanquisheth  ?  " 
"  The  game  is  played  with  loaded  dice  ; 
Death  has  two  friends,  disease  and  vice. 
Oft  as  I  think  I've  conquered  him, 
Yielding  the  sick  one's  poisoned  limb, 
The  crafty  foe,  that  rides  on  air, 
Slips  through  the  casement  unaware, 
And  taps  the  victim  on  the  heart, 
With  ghostly  summons  to  depart. 
Yet  other  times,  when  hope  is  fled, 
And  Parson  sits  beside  the  bed, 
Death  cheats  our  fear,  and  makes  delay, 
Forgetful  of  a  ready  prey. 

But  if  he  takes  a  man  in  sleep, 
Calm  Death  on  tip-toe  seems  to  creep, 
Lest  any  noise  he  made  should  stir 
The  senses  of  the  slumberer. 
Then  I  with  Death  do  sympathise  ; 
He  comes  in  gentlemanly  guise. 
Yet  whether  as  December  storm, 
Or  in  a  mild  and  tender  form, 
With  struggle  fierce,  or  leisured  ease, 
He  gains  a  mortal,  I  my  fees." 
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PROGRESS 

ENGLAND  was  once  a  pleasant  soil, 
But  Demos  now,  grown  tired  of  toil, 
Imposes  his  unlovely  taint 
On  flaring  town,  and  village  quaint. 
Sped  is  the  road's  peculiar  charm, 
Repose  is  changed  to  wild  alarm. 
Who  dares  to  walk  must  needs  give  place 
To  moneyed  folk,  who  drive  apace 
Through  street  and  lane,  o'er  fen  and  moor, 
To  dim  retreats,  unstained  before  ; 
And  cars,  that  flaunt  an  air  Semitic, 
Make  each  pedestrian  a  critic. 

Now  miners  haunt  the  grand  hotels, 
And  artisans  may  pass  for  swells, 
Although  they  talk  staccato  slang, 
Or  with  a  knife  bring  peas  to  fang. 
Stars  in  the  skies  are  naught  to  them  ; 
Only  the  film-star  suits  their  phlegm  ; 
Yet  flash  they  ne'er  so  brilliantly, 
The  moving  pictures  move  not  me. 
Mere  watchers,  too,  we  gape  intent 
At  other  men's  accomplishment. 
Our  sport  becomes  vicarious, 
Renown  by  proxy  flatters  us. 
If  England  chance  to  lose  at  Lord's, 
What  sorrow  then  the  Press  records, 
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Forgetting  cricket  is  a  trade, 

Which  more  for  cash  than  love  is  played. 

Next  mark  what  novels  unrefined 
Hold  and  excite  the  public  mind. 
The  same  romance  provides  a  joy 
For  merchant  as  for  office  boy, 
Whose  fancy  longs  to  live  in  state, 
And  wrest  their  secrets  from  the  great ; 
Yet  disappointed  and  offended, 
When  void  of  crime  the  tale  is  ended. 
Murder  sells  best ;  and  burglaries, 
Described  in  detail,  always  please. 

Enough  of  wail !  The  scene  is  pied, 
The  picture  has  a  better  side. 
For  nowhere  than  on  English  ground 
More  of  the  salt  of  earth  is  found  ; 
And  whoso  England  understands, 
Shall  name  it  still  the  land  of  lands. 
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SMATTERINGS 

I  REMEMBER  the  shock, 
I  was  one  of  the  flock. 
Up  aloft  in  the  pulpit, 
Before  such  a  full  pit 
Of  serious  faces, 
All  eyes  in  their  places, 
And  ears  all  alert, 
I  am  grieved  to  assert 
That  to  folk  so  devoted, 
Begowned  and  becoated, 
The  preacher  misquoted 
A  couplet  of  Browning 
And  set  us  a-frowning. 

Was  it  only  a  slip 
From  a  careless  lip  ? 
May  not  memory  nod 
In  the  house  of  God  ? 
Nay,  I  rather  incline, 
On  the  whole,  to  opine 
That  in  spite  of  the  knowledge 
He  gathered  at  college, 
The  vicar's  a  dabbler, 
No  more  than  a  gabbler 
Of  snippet  and  phrase, 
A  disciple  of  craze. 

Now  many  a  sermon 

63 


Is  lofty  as  Hermon, 
Untrammelled  with  trimmings 
Or  borrowed  skimmings. 
And  where  is  a  sweeter 
Divine  than  Saint  Peter, 
Or  one  who  preached  better 
In  life  or  in  letter, 
With  a  style,  in  the  main, 
Very  simple  and  plain  ? 
But  Paul,  the  logician 
And  metaphysician, 
To  make  a  point  terse 
Summoned  aid  of  Greek  verse, 
Though  with  laudable  tact 
He  supplied  it  exact. 

O  padre,  such  samples 
Were  writ  for  examples. 
A  truce  to  your  clowning, 
Choose  gospel  or  Browning, 
And  quote  as  Saint  Paul, 
Or  quote  not  at  all ! 
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